Ja Deaths the man that all maT meet, 


The dolefulł Daneæ and Song of Death; Intituled, 


Dance after my Pipe. 


To a pleaſant new tune. 


mp__—__—@LCyv 7. pcur ſelves no creature can, 
 Pake death affraiz of any man, 
Oz know mp coming where oz whon. 


| 


Where be they $ make their leaſcs trons; 
and joyn about them land to land, 
Do yon make account to live ſo long 
to have the wo2 1d come to pour hand. 
No fwli{ſh nowle, fo2 all thy pence, 
1 Fall (on thy ſoul muſt nee ds go hence, 
| Then who ſhall topl foz thy deſence. 
And pon that leau on pour Ladies Laps, 
. and lap pour heads upon their knee, _ 
So SY Think pou fo2 to plap with Beautis paps, 
Nm and not to come and dance with me, 
An pou dance the ſhaking of the Sh#ts, go, fair Lozos and Ladies all, 
a dante that every one muſt do⸗ I will make yon come when A no cal, 
Can pon trim it up with det ty ſweets, And find pon a Pipe to dance withall, 
and every things that 'lonas thereto⸗ 
Make reavpy then pour winding ſ#£r, 
And ſ& how pe can beffir your f&f, 


And pou that are bu e headed fols, 
to bzabble of a pelting ſtraw, 

Know pon not thit J have reap fols. 
to cut pou from your crafty Law. 

And pou that falſely bup and fell, 

And think pow make ycur Parkets wel. 


Bing away the Begger and the King, 
and every man tn bis degree, 

B;ing away the old and pour.geſft thing, 
come all to Death and follow me, 
Mhye Courtier with his lofty loks, 4. 
The Lawper with his learned Baks, 

The Banker With his baiting hoks 


e mnuſt have e p2etty chæt, A lx, 
re | perly ſhe loves to dance, 
"Comgaway mp wanton wench to me, 
_*», AggUantly as pour eye doth glance. 

Par chants, have you made pour Part in Ama gd fellows that flaſh and ſwab, 

in Italy and all about # (France gn and yebows of revell dacb, 
Know you not that von and J mulk dance, rrant pou ned not he ſo raſh. 

both our he ls wꝛapt ina clout. 
What mean pou to make pour houſes gap, 
And J muſt take the tenant away, 
And dig ſoꝛ pour ſake the clods of clay, 


2 
3 


Fe? can quickly col x ou all. 
how hot oz ſtout ſoe ver pon be. 
Both hich and low, both gre: t and man. 
J nought do fear p our hich degræ. 
The Laidiss faire the Beldames old 
The Champton ſtont, the Souldier bol2, 
Puſt all with me to earthlp mold. 


Think you on the ſolemne S(zes paſt, 
bow ſaddenlp in Ox'ordſhire, 

J came nd made the ſudges all agaſt, 
and Juſtices that did app c ar. 

And tok both Bell, and Baram awap, 

And many a wo2thy man that dap. 

And all their bodies bꝛought to clay, 


Whercfoe take time while it ts lent. 
p2epare with me peut ſelves to dance, 
Tags me not, pour ltves lament. 
come oitcn times by ſun h1.:ce 
Think pon that J dare not come to Schols, Be — 2 — 3 
where all the canning T erks be moſt, What when my Pinctren Pip: 25t h plz, 
Take I not awaz both wiſc and fols? Pon may to Yeaven dance the way Wa 
and am A not in every Coaſt, F 
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Paſt nance with death whereſoe'r yon dwe l. 


